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485 
THE TRICOLOR, 

BY BARTHELEMY & MERY. 

! Tramlatcd far the National Magazine, U) J. Bmmng, Etq. L.L.D.) 

O, Paris ! now thy glorious sign 

Is floating in the free blue skies— 
Thy sons have now that pledge divine, 

Hailed by ten thousand, thousand cries— 
O'er our young males its brightness throws 

Splendor — while Europe tremhle* round; 
'Tis the Medusa of our foes, 

The flag — the won Bastille that crown'd. 
Now star of freedom beam ! pour forth thy ligfcti 
'Twas Paris woke thee from thy clouded night, 

Tear now the hideous tablet— tear— 

Of deeds our fame which overthrew, 
Paris hath well revenged her here 

For the dark day of Waterloo— 
Come legions of the imperial reign, 

Before the sacred banner bow ; 
The smoke of triumjfh soon shall stain 

The flag so- pure in beauty now. 
Now star of freedom beam ! 4cc. 

Thy victory ! O thou modern Sparta, 

Is piled in all thy streets un paved, 
The letters ofrthy magna charU 

On every stone are deep engraved- 
Should Europe dare to name a king 

For us, the brave — the erect— the .free, 
The tablets of the law we'll fling, 

And crush the insulting infamy. 
Now star of freedom beam ! &c- 
Our ancient glory's emblems wave 

On every pillar, every height — 
While, like a spectre of the grave, 

The pale white banner shrinks from sight. 
As round the spiral column rise 

The mounting legions to the dome,* 
So track ten thousand sparkling eyes, 

Our flag to its exalted home. 
Now star of freedom beam ! &c. 

Thence does it take its glorious flight, 

While tyrants stand in terror cold, 
On every pillar, spire, and height 

O'er the majestic cross unroD'd ; 
The story of our deeds it tells 

To brothers born in lands afar, 
There every heart with transport swells, 

To hail the brightness of our star- 
Beam, star of freedom, beam ! &c 
Sunk, sunk beneath the middle sea,f 

The faded lilies found their graves, 
And now the rainbow of the free 

O'erarches the enfranchised waves — 
Men of the islands ! see the mast 

Bears the bright pendant-dancing high, 
The days of tyranny are past ; 

Now shout for dawningliberty. 
Beam, star of freedom, beam ! pour forth thy light, 
For Paris wakes thee from thy clouded night. 
» The column of the place Vendome. t The Mediterrsnesa. 
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